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For ten years, I had already practised more than mere virtue; and
the horrors now first discovered had, all the while, lain hidden at
the bottom of my soul. Might they not have broken out with me,
as they did with David when he looked on Bathsheba ? Yet was
not he a friend of God; and was not I assured in my inmost heart
that God was my friend ?

Was it then an unavoidable infirmity of human nature ? Must
we just content ourselves in feeling and acknowledging the sove-
reignty of inclination ? And, with the best will, is there nothing
left for us but to abhor the fault we have committed, and on the
like occasion to commit it again ?

From systems of morality I could obtain no comfort. Neither
their severity, by which they try to bend our inclinations, nor their
attractiveness, by which they try to place our inclinations on the
side of virtue, gave me any satisfaction. The fundamental notions,
which I had imbibed from intercourse with my invisible Friend,
were of far higher value to me.

Once, while I was studying the songs composed by David after
that tremendous fall, it struck me very much that he traced his
indwelling corruption even in the substance out of which he had
been shaped: yet that he wished to be freed from sin, and that he
earnestly entreated for a pure heart.

But how was this to be attained ? The answer from Scripture
I was well aware of; ' that the blood of Jesus cleanseth us from all
sin/ was a Bible truth which I had long known. But now for the
first time, I observed that as yet I had never understood this oft-
repeated saying. The questions: What does it mean ? How is it
to be ? were, day and night, working out their answers in me. At
last I thoirght I saw, as by a gleam of light, that what I sought
was to be found in the Incarnation of the everlasting Word, by
whom all things, even we ourselves, were made. That the Eternal
descended as an inhabitant to the depths in which we dwell, which
he surveys and comprehends; that he passed through our lot from
stage to stage, from conception and birth to the grave; that by this
marvellous circuit he again mounted to those shining Heights,
whither we too must rise in order to be happy: all this was re-
vealed to me, as in a dawning remoteness.

Oh! why must we, in speaking of such things, make use of
figures, which can only indicate external situations! Where is
there in his eyes aught high or deep, aught dark or clear ? It is
we only that have an Under and Upper, a night and day. And